
Dr	Jo	Edge,	@hagenilda	
I	am	aware	that	there	are,	for	the	want	of	a	better	word,	hierarchies	of	

casualisation	within	UK	academia;	and	I'm	certainly	one	of	the	more	privileged	of	the	
precariat.	But,	it's	been	really	hard,	so	for	what	it's	worth,	here's	my	#PrecarityStory.	

I'm	now	coming	to	the	end	of	my	second	fixed-term	role.	Both	this	and	my	
previous	job,	which	I	was	very	fortunate	to	land	straight	out	of	PhD,	have	been	well-
paid	with	pension,	holiday	and	sick	pay	etc.	included.	Both	have	allowed	me	to	do	
optional	teaching.	

Working	in	Cambridge	on	my	first	postdoc	while	living	in	London	was	fine	-	I	
usually	worked	from	home	and	went	up	to	Cambridge	as	needed.	When	I	got	
extremely	ill	in	2016,	I	had	decent	sick	pay	which	made	a	huge	difference.	But	I	was	
unable	to	get	much	of	my	own	research	done.	

This	is	partly	because	I	had	no	research	time,	but	also	because	I	was	ill,	and	
spent	the	last	18	months	of	the	project	learning	how	to	live	well	and	normally	after	
years	dysfunction.	So	this	job	allowed	me	to	work	and	heal	at	the	same	time,	and	I'm	
so	grateful	for	that.	

My	second	job,	which	is	just	ending,	is	based	in	Manchester.	So	since	August	
2018	I've	been	living	up	here	in	the	week,	paying	rent	here	and	rent	back	in	London,	
because	there	was	no	point	my	partner	downgrading	our	flat	in	London	for	what	was	
initially	a	15-month	job	for	me.	

I've	also	had	to	pay	an	indecent	amount	of	money	on	train	fares.	At	first	I	was	
going	back	every	weekend	but	it	was	so	expensive	I	had	to	scale	back.	I	book	as	far	in	
advance	as	I	can,	but	there's	only	so	much	money	available	at	any	one	time.	The	
journeys	are	exhausting	too.	

In	a	way,	moving	here	was	a	massive	test	just	15	months	after	coming	out	of	
hospital.	But	the	novelty	of	living	this	way	has	worn	off.	I've	saved	no	money,	and	
only	not	gone	into	debt	because	my	boyfriend	pays	for	extras	like	food	out	and	
holidays.	My	Dad	helps	me	a	bit	too.	

I	am	aware	this	makes	me	far	more	privileged	than	hourly-paid	folks	with	no	
backup.	I	am	worried	of	what	will	happen	at	the	end	of	2019.	We	have	a	robust	
redeployment	policy	at	Manchester,	and	people	have	been	kind	in	looking	out	for	
opportunities	for	me,	so	I	have	some	hope.	

The	worst	part	has	been	the	lack	of	time	and	space	to	do	research.	We	are	
constantly	told	to	have	REFable	work	on	our	CVs.	Which	is	fine	if	you	get	a	JRF	or	a	
Leverhulme	I	guess	But	weekends	and	evenings	are	just	not	a	viable	way	to	get	
research	done	after	a	full	day's	work.	

And	that's	before	we	come	to	the	fact	I'm	managing	A	Lot	with	my	various	
mental	illnesses.	I	cannot	lose	sleep.	I	cannot	forget	to	eat.	I	cannot	miss	medication.	
I	cannot	ignore	warning	signs.	And	the	last	few	days	on	strike	have	helped	me	realise	
how	fucking	tired	I	am.	

The	hassle	of	living	2	places,	working	out	what	I	need	to	take	with	me	where,	
booking	train	tickets,	sorting	my	diary	months	in	advance,	having	to	miss	out	on	stuff	
I	want	to	do	because	I'm	just	too	tired	-	on	top	of	everything	else	-	is	so	tiring.	I	can't	
do	it	anymore.	

	
Dr	Jess	McCormack,	@JessCMccormack	
	



I	wasn’t	going	to	share	my	#Precaritystory	because	I	have	actually	been	very	
lucky	&	am	lucky	to	now	have	a	permanent	(fractional)	job.	However,	49%	of	
academic	teaching	staff	remain	on	insecure	contracts	&	I	think	it	is	important	to	hear	
the	different	stories.		

I	am	one	of	the	lucky	ones.	I	have	a	good	few	years	of	precarity,	but	unlike	
many	others	I	have	not	had	to	face	this	alongside	institutional	racism/immigration	
struggles.	Let’s	all	admit	that	precarious	positions&0hour	contracts	are	shit.	They	
should	not	exist	in	any	work	place.	

I	taught	on	hourly-paid	contacts	at	several	institutions	during	my	PhD.		After	I	
submitted	my	PhD	I	started	teaching	for	3	different	universities.	For	a	year	I	taught	
20+	hours	a	week.	Our	rent	was	high.	Nursery	fees	were	higher.		

As	I	was	only	earning	in	term	time	but	using	all	of	the	vacation	period	to	
prepare	my	teaching,	what	I	was	earning	did	not	cover	my	rent+nursery	fees.	I	took	
out	small	bank	loans	to	cover	nursery	fees/bills	during	university	vacation	periods.		

I	tried	hard	to	be	THE	BEST	LECTURER	EVER	in	all	3	of	my	jobs.	I	love	teaching	
&	really	care	about	my	students,	but	I	also	really	wanted	1	of	the	3	places	to	offer	
me	a	job.	I	was	offered	a	3	year	teaching	focused	academic	contract.	I	was	so	happy.	
It	was	such	a	relief.	

I	absolutely	loved	the	job.	I	loved	my	colleagues.	I	tried	hard	to	do	a	good	job	
.I	wanted	to	offer	the	students	excellent	learning	opportunities.	I	also	really	hoped	
that	if	I	made	a	significant	contribution	to	the	department	then	they	might	offer	me	
a	permanent	job.	

I	used	work	days	to	plan	new	teaching,	develop	the	curriculum,	develop	new	
partnerships,	set	up	curriculum	projects	&	get	involved	in	the	department.	I	really	
enjoyed	it.	I	used	my	evenings	&	weekends	to	write	my	1st	book,	write	funding	bid	&	
look	for	permanent	jobs.	I	found	that	hard.	

I	had	a	baby.	A	5-year	gap	after	having	my	1st.	I	knew	how	lucky	I	was	have	
maternity	pay.	Lots	of	people	don’t.	I	wanted	to	spend	time	with	both	my	kids	so	I	
decided	I	couldn’t	go	back	to	F-T	teaching	contract	+	spending	evenings	&	weekends	
on	research	&	job	hunting.	

So	I	reduced	my	contract.	I	earned	for	3	days	but	paid	for	5	days	of	nursery.	I	
barely	had	any	salary	left	after	nursery.	I	know	how	lucky	I	am	to	be	able	to	pay	
nursery	fees	at	all.I		know	so	many	women	who	don’t	have	the	option	to	work	due	to	
low	salary	and	high	nursery	costs.	

I	am	very	lucky	that	a	permanent	lectureship	came	up	at	another	institution	
&	I	was	offered	the	job.	I	feel	very	lucky	to	have	a	permanent	position	(although	
fractional).	I	know	many	amazing	talented	colleagues	who	still	don’t.	Even	though	
the	uni	needs	their	labour	year	after	year.	

	
Dr	Katherine	Weigert,	@kateweigert	

I've	hesitated	telling	my	#PrecarityStory	because	it's	tied	up	in	my	
immigration	story,	and	as	I	am	still	not	secure	there	I	have	a	lot	of	anxiety.	But	in	
honour	of	the	#UCUStrikesBack	@ucu,	in	solidarity	with	my	colleagues,	this	is	mine.	

I	came	over	in	2010	with	a	student	visa	and	a	scholarship	for	my	PhD.	I'd	
hoped	to	finish	and	return	but	rapidly	realised	the	job	market	wouldn't	allow	it.	At	
the	time	you	could	get	a	one-year	extension	on	a	student	visa	for	work	experience	if	
timed	perfectly.	



I	vivaed	in	Sept	2013	with	minor	corrections.	This	was	crucial	because	
finishing	without	corrections	meant	I	couldn't	apply	for	a	visa	extension	because	of	
timing,	and	my	funding	had	run	out	if	I'd	had	moderate/major.	So	I	aimed	to	finish	
with	minor	for	the	sake	of	my	visa.	

October	2013,	extension	granted,	corrections	passed.	I	was	already	working	
at	two	institutions	with	an	one-off	session	at	a	third.	One	was	my	PhD	institution,	
where	I	lived.	The	other	was	a	2	hour	commute	each	way	to	teach	a	class	from	6-9	+	
office	hours	5-6.	

There,	I'd	been	hired	in	week	1	to	start	week	2,	the	students	missed	a	week.	
This	was	to	run	a	module	that	was	two	semesters,	though	I'd	only	been	offered	a	
one-semester	contract.	Fortunately	I	knew	3	people	who	taught	similar	courses	and	I	
was	flooded	with	support	to	teach.	

That	semester	I	also	put	myself	into	counselling.	My	immigration	and	work	
anxieties	were	already	strong,	along	with	my	then-partner's.	My	mental	health	was	
poor	from	the	stress	and	anxiety.	I	knew	I	couldn't	handle	it	alone.	

At	that	institution	I	saw	no	one	as	night	teaching,	although	a	few	people	(incl.	
head)	did	their	absolute	best	to	help	out.	But	mostly	I	was	on	my	own	there,	
spending	about	8-9	hours	once	a	week	to	teach	3	hours.	

At	the	same	time	the	job	I	had	been	part-covering	with	this	module	came	up.	
I	applied	and	didn't	get	short	listed.	

The	HoD	made	time	to	meet	with	me	and	explain	why	-	essentially	the	job	
market	was	strong,	I	needed	more	publications,	etc.	I	was	wounded	-	was	I	not	
already	partly	doing	that	job?	In	any	case	when	another	institution	offered	me	S2	
work,	I	took	it	instead.	

This	meant	that	I	was	no	longer	available	to	teach	the	second	semester	of	the	
course	I	had	taught	1st	semester.	They	hadn't	offered	me	a	contract	covering	both	
semesters.	Some	consternation	on	their	part.	I	left	anyway.	

(In	retrospect	I	sometimes	feel	bad	about	that	decision,	knowing	it	
undoubtedly	left	them	in	a	pickle.	

Spring	2014	I	was	still	at	my	'home'	institution	and	commuting	to	the	
Midland.	That	was	a	pretty	good	job.	They	reimbursed	my	travel	and	provided	board	
a	night	a	week,	and	paid	relatively	well.	

At	the	end	of	that	contract	I	interviewed	for	a	post	there	and	was	rejected,	
partly,	to	my	understanding,	because	students	expected	British	staff	(this	was	a	
study	abroad	college.	

May	2014,	I	was	out	of	jobs	and	out	of	work.	I	fortunately	still	had	a	partner	
to	help	out.	I	spent	the	summer	pushing	out	publications,	applying	for	everything,	
and	fretting.	Anxiety	was	high.	

By	dint	of	hustle	and	supportive	colleagues	I	had	written	a	few	modules	for	a	
new	programme	at	my	home	institution.	This	meant,	in	the	nick	of	time,	I	was	
awarded	a	9	month	contract	to	help	teach	the	new	programme	from	September	
2014.	Respite.	

I	applied	for	a	work	visa.	The	NHS	surcharge	had	come	into	effect	by	August	
2014	and	I	paid	thousands	for	a	visa	for	a	9-month	contract,	even	though	I	had	been	
paying	my	taxes	since	2011.	So	now	I	pay	for	the	NHS	twice	(and	still	do).	



A	9	month	respite	does	very	little	to	ease	fear	of	losing	one's	visa	status.	I	
was	teaching	entirely	new	modules	and	applying	for	EVERYTHING.	Nothing	
happened.	One	interview	for	a	postdoc	I	didn't	get.	

Somewhere	in	there,	my	Head	realised	that	by	giving	me	a	9	month	contract	I	
would	have	to	leave	the	country	at	the	end	of	May	2015.	If	you're	applying	for	jobs	
out	of	the	UK,	you're	at	the	bottom	of	the	pile.	My	career	would	have	been	over.	My	
then	partner	was	also	in	the	UK.	

My	Head	found	money	somewhere	to	extend	my	contract	to	a	full	year.	I	had	
to	reapply	for	a	work	visa	to	cover	those	three	months.	More	thousands	of	pounds,	I	
think,	to	work	out	a	year,	get	paid,	and	have	a	chance	for	the	September	hiring	
round.	

My	mental	health	was	terrible.	I	had	no	future	in	front	of	me.	My	personal	
and	professional	lives	were	here.	My	then	partner	and	I	went	through	terrible	times	
(for	MANY	reasons,	but	immigration	was	one.)	I	was	faced	with	returning	to	my	
childhood	home	at	36	&	rebuilding	again.	

By	the	grace	of	good	timing,	a	prof	at	my	institution	stepped	down,	triggering	
hiring.	Please	don’t	believe	that	internal	candidates	are	a	shoo-in.	I	wasn't,	I	was	not	
a	perfect	replacement.	I	presented	well,	but	was	told	I	interviewed	like	someone	
who	was	about	to	be	deported.	(Which,	to	be	fair,	was	correct).	

They	waited	2-3	weeks	after	interview	to	announce	which	was	agony.	What	I	
didn't	know	was	they	were	trying	to	convince	HR	that	one	senior	prof	stepping	down	
could	hire	two	junior	lecturers.	They	got	their	way	and	a	brilliant	colleague	and	I	
were	hired	in	at	the	same	time.	

I	reapplied	for	my	work	visa.	Thousands	of	pounds	again	etc.	Next	year,	I	get	
to	apply	for	ILR,	which	exacerbates	all	of	my	fear	and	anxiety	about	being	an	
immigrant.	

In	almost	all	ways	I	am	lucky.	I	know	I	am	privileged.	I	'survived'.	But	precarity	
and	immigration	left	me	empty	and	damaged	and	afraid,	it	partly	wrecked	my	
personal	life	and	to	this	day	don't	remember	a	lot	of	2014-15	because	of	the	anxiety	
and	stress.	And	I'm	a	lucky	one.	

This	is	why	I	would	strike.	This	is	my	#PrecarityStory	and	why	I	will	stand	up	in	
way	I	can	for	my	colleagues	AND	for	immigrants.	Thank	you	for	all	who	are	able	to	
strike	for	me.	
	
Dr		Nora	Williams,	@noraj_williams	(originally	posted	at	
https://notinourstars.wordpress.com/2019/12/04/my-precaritystory/)	

In	2016,	straight	out	of	my	PhD,	I	was	screwed	over	by	a	highly-respected	
university	that	should	have	known	and	done	better.	That’s	what	happened.	That’s	
the	basic	fact,	the	heart	of	the	matter.	

I’m	still	processing	how	I	feel	about	it.	
What	it	means	is	that	my	career	took	a	two-year	detour	that	no	funding	body	

will	recognize	as	a	legitimate	“career	break”—	so	I’ve	aged	out	of	most	major	
postdoc	opportunities.	

What	it	means	is	that	I	spent	two	years	living	on	a	separate	continent	from	
the	man	who	is	now	my	husband,	and	that	our	relationship	was	tested	in	ways	we	
couldn’t	have	imagined.	



What	it	means	is	that	I’m	avoiding	one	of	the	biggest	conferences	in	my	field	
next	year	because	this	institution	is	hosting	it,	and	I	don’t	think	I	can	handle	five	
straight	days	of	all	my	professional	circles	giving	me	pity	eyes	and/or	telling	me	how	
“strong”	I	am	for	going.	And	even	if	I	could,	I	don’t	want	to.	

What	happened	is	that	I	finished	my	PhD	in	the	UK	2016.	I	was	four-and-a-
half	years	into	a	relationship	with	my	now-husband.	Despite	serious	stress	about	
what	would	come	next,	especially	given	my	precarious	immigration	status,	I	landed	a	
postdoc	offer	the	day	after	graduation.	This	was	in	the	context	of	a	relatively	good	
market	year:	I	had	something	like	6	interviews,	and	2	more	scheduled	that	I	
cancelled	once	I	got	my	offer.	

It	was	a	plum	job:	three	years	of	a	teaching	fellowship,	with	a	fat	research	
allowance	that	would	grant	me	both	time	and	money	to	continue	my	own	research	
agenda	alongside	my	teaching	load.	I’d	be	supported	to	finish	my	first	monograph	
while	in	post.	I’d	be	encouraged	and	funded	to	attend	conferences	and	other	events.	
I’d	supervise	student	dissertations	and	take	on	other	responsibilities	to	make	me	
more	“employable”	on	the	other	end.	I	couldn’t	believe	my	luck.	

Tiny	problem:	it	was	in	Ireland.	I	asked	at	every	stage	of	the	process	and	was	
assured	at	every	stage	of	the	process	that	a	work	visa	could	be	secured	for	me.	My	
partner	started	making	plans	to	join	me	there	within	my	first	year.	We	talked	about	
buying	a	house	there.	

When	the	offer	was	made,	I	was	told	over	the	phone	to	start	looking	for	
housing	ASAP:	the	local	market	is	brutal.	Don’t	wait	for	the	contract,	they	said—sign	
a	lease	now.	So	I	gave	notice	on	my	flat	and	part-time	job	in	a	chippy,	and	started	
packing.	

(Current	PhDs	reading:	NEVER	EVER	DO	THIS!	DON’T	BE	A	FOOL	LIKE	ME!	GET	
IT	ALL	IN	WRITING	AND	100%	CONFIRMED	FIRST!)		

Having	signed	a	lease,	packed	my	life	into	boxes	and	given	up	my	other	
source	of	income,	I	received	a	phone	call	from	HR	to	let	me	know	that,	after	all	that,	
there	might	be	an	issue	getting	me	a	work	visa.	She	was	pretty	vague	about	it,	and	
her	vagueness	really	freaked	me	out.	I	remember	asking	her,	“Are	you	telling	me	
that	I	won’t	actually	have	a	job?	Is	that	what	this	means?”	I	remember	getting	a	
dodging	answer.	This	was	a	couple	weeks	after	I’d	been	offered	the	gig.	

HR	gave	me	all	kinds	of	vague	reassurances:	not	to	worry,	we’re	sure	it’ll	all	
work	out.	Never	had	a	problem	before.	Just	need	all	the	documents	in	order,	it’ll	be	
fine.	Ireland	loves	Americans!	So	I	signed	my	contract	and	sent	off	the	visa	
application	paperwork	(by	courier,	at	a	personal	cost	of	~£60),	and	I	moved	into	my	
new	flat	in	Ireland	(sort	of	—	thankfully	I’d	kept	a	lot	of	things	stored	in	a	friend’s	
garage	instead	of	shipping	it	all	up	straight	away!).	I	started	to	get	acquainted	with	
my	new	city	and	department.	I	started	to	picture	myself,	and	my	partner,	living	there	
for	the	next	several	years.	I	got	to	know	my	new	colleagues	and	had	many	
conversations	about	how	excited	they	were	for	me	to	join	the	department,	how	
wonderful	my	work	was,	how	they	were	so	glad	I’d	accepted	the	offer.	

But	my	visa	application	was	denied.	The	government	form	said	that	HR	
hadn’t	included	all	the	right	paperwork.	We	were	now	on	the	cusp	of	my	official	start	
date.	The	university	agreed	to	submit	again;	I	insisted	on	someone	senior	checking	
the	application.	I	spoke	to	a	friend’s	dad	in	the	Irish	civil	service	for	advice.	Everyone	
was	confident	that,	once	HR	submitted	the	correct	documents,	the	whole	thing	



would	be	resolved.	(With	hindsight,	I	understand	that	this	collective	confidence	was	
born	of	a	lifetime	of	passport	privilege	for	all	involved	—	but	I’ll	come	back	to	that.)	

I’d	now	been	waiting	almost	a	month	after	my	start	date,	paying	rent	on	the	
new	flat	but	without	a	source	of	income.	I	had	some	savings	and	figured	I	could	wait	
it	out.	I’d	been	assured	that	it	would	all	work	out,	that	the	department	still	wanted	
me,	that	I	was	valued,	that	they’d	do	everything	they	could	to	support	me.	In	the	
meantime,	I	bounced	between	my	partner’s	house	share	in	Bristol,	my	friend’s	place	
in	Exeter,	and	my	new	“home”	in	Ireland.	At	this	stage,	all	were	still	confident	I	
would	eventually	take	up	the	job.	

(This	is	the	part	where	I	say	that	I	literally	would	not	have	managed	the	latter	
half	of	2016	without	my	pal	Evelyn	and	her	(and	her	partner’s)	incredible	
generosity.)	

I	was	offered	the	job	in	mid-July.	In	the	first	week	of	November,	a	few	days	
after	the	2016	US	election,	I	found	out	that	my	visa	had	been	denied	a	third	time:	
the	salary	didn’t	meet	the	threshold	for	a	work	visa.	It	never	had.	See,	the	job	was	
advertised	as	0.7	FTE.	The	untaxed	research	allowance	made	up	the	last	30%	of	the	
contract,	and	was	to	be	given	as	a	grant,	not	salary.	So	while	the	total	pay	package	
(including	research	allowance)	met	the	threshold	for	a	visa,	the	actual	*salary*	did	
not.	

HR	should	have	known	this.	They	wrote	the	goddamn	job	ad,	didn’t	they?	
I	should	have	been	told	at	any	of	the	application,	pre-interview,	and	post-

offer	stages	at	which	I	asked,	double	checked,	asked	again.	
My	interview	was	done	over	Skype	because	my	passport	was	with	the	UK	

Home	Office	waiting	on	a	student	visa	extension	at	the	time	—	there’s	no	way	they	
didn’t	know.	But	then,	I	should	never	have	even	been	interviewed	for	this	job,	let	
alone	offered	it.	It	was	never	mine.	

HR	at	this	point	*could*	have	negotiated	a	change	to	the	pay	package	
(remember:	they	were	already	planning	to	give	me	the	difference,	but	as	research	
allowance	rather	than	salary).	They	didn’t.	My	would-be	colleagues–the	same	ones	
who	couldn’t	stop	gushing	over	me	just	weeks	before–	*could*	have	stepped	in	on	
my	behalf	and	pushed	for	such	a	change.	They	didn’t.	

When	I	asked	about	compensation	for	my	time,	my	travel	to/from,	and	my	
repeatedly	couriered	visa	documents,	I	was	informed	that—despite	my	signed	
contract—the	university	had	“no	business	relationship”	with	me	and	therefore	
wouldn’t	offer	anything.	Later,	I	was	accidentally	cc’d	into	an	email	instructing	HR	to	
have	no	further	contact	with	me.	

The	university	protects	itself.	
My	lawyer	brother	advised	against	legal	action,	because	as	a	“foreign	

worker”,	even	with	a	signed	contract,	I	basically	had	no	rights	to	employment	in	
Ireland.	I	was	too	exhausted,	demoralised,	and	terrified	to	pursue	a	lawsuit	against	a	
huge	university	anyway.	

I	moved	back	to	my	parents’	in	the	States	just	before	Christmas	2016:	age	27,	
doctorate	in	hand	and	leaving	behind	partner,	friends,	and	most	worldly	goods–not	
to	mention	my	career.	I	started	subbing	in	local	high	schools,	picked	up	an	artistic	
residence,	made	the	best	of	things.	But	that	wasn’t	the	end:	I	still	had	a	12-month	
lease	for	a	place	I’d	never	lived	in,	and	a	flat	mate	who’d	be	out	in	the	cold	if	I	didn’t	
either	keep	paying	rent	or	find	a	sub-leaser.	In	the	end,	it	was	somewhere	halfway	



between	those	options,	and	I	was	enormously	lucky	that	my	parents	were	able	to	
offer	financial	help	to	bridge	that	gap.	I	cannot	tell	you	the	relief	I	felt	when	the	lease	
finally	ended	in	August	2017.	

So	that’s	what	happened.	
		 This	is	how	I	feel	about	it:	

The	complete	lack	of	communication	from	my	would-have-been	colleagues	
since	then	and	seeing	an	identical	job	advertised	several	months	later	constituted	a	
tough	but	important	lesson	for	me:	we	are	all	replaceable.	None	of	us	is	as	unique,	
as	excellent,	as	world-leading	as	we	must	convince	ourselves	we	are	to	survive	the	
academic	job	market,	and	to	survive	in	the	jobs	once	we	get	them.	

But	equally	—	and	this	is	the	part	I	really	want	to	say	—	some	of	us	get	to	
choose	when	and	whether	to	stay	or	to	go,	and	some	of	us	do	not.	It’s	all	well	and	
good	to	say	“go	anywhere	for	a	job”	(I	heard	this	advice	as	recently	as	last	year)	
when	you’re	the	kind	of	person	with	the	kind	of	passport	that	can—literally,	
materially,	physically—go	anywhere.	

Will	you	miss	the	rest	of	us	when	we	are	compelled	to	go?	Will	you	even	
notice?	

I	try	really	hard	to	see	the	silver	linings	in	this	story:	the	2	years	that	I	spent	
living	in	the	States	yielded	many	happy	memories,	including	valuable	time	spent	with	
family	and	a	year	living	and	working	in	Boston	that	healed	many	of	the	wounds	I	was	
carrying	from	my	this	experience.	I’ve	made	wonderful	friends,	plumbed	the	depths	
of	my	own	resilience,	and	rediscovered	myself	beyond	academia.	

I	don’t	think	any	of	this	makes	what	that	university	did	okay.	
This	is	what	I	think	it	means.	
I	come	to	this	conversation	with	enormous	privilege:	a	US	passport,	a	white	

face	and	name,	and	a	wealthy	family.	None	of	this	was	enough—but	imagine	if	any	
one	of	those	factors	had	been	different.	Would	this	university	even	have	attempted	
three	visa	applications,	at	the	tax-payer’s	expense,	for	a	scholar	from	India	or	China	
or	Brazil?		(Ireland	loves	Americans!	Okay,	then	who	do	they	hate?)	Would	any	of	
those	scholars	been	offered	the	job	in	the	first	place?	Or	even	the	interview?	And	for	
the	handful	that	you	can	name	who	have	clawed	their	way	into	the	hostile	system:	
are	they	paid	and	promoted	commensurate	with	their	white,	Europe-born	peers?	
We	know	that	they	are	not.	The	data	is	there.	

My	story	is	about	Ireland,	but	it	could	just	as	easily	be	a	story	that	happened	
in	the	UK.	

Many	university	staff	here	have	been	on	strike	for	the	past	8	days	because	
we	believe	in	a	better	university,	a	more	human	university.	When	we’re	imagining	
and	building	anew,	we	must	think	carefully	about	how	precarity	intersects	with	
other	issues,	including	those	raised	by	my	2016	job	market	nightmare.	

Someone	tweeted	earlier	this	strike	about	all	of	the	absent	faces:	those	who	
were	on	the	pickets	with	us	a	year	ago	and	now	have	been	edged	out	of	the	
academy.	I	think,	too,	of	the	brilliant	friends	who	have	been	edged	out	of	the	
country	where	they	trained,	studied,	taught,	and	put	down	roots	during	their	
studies.	So,	so	terribly	few	of	the	jobs	that	a	new	PhD	is	likely	to	get	are	able	to	
support	a	Tier	2	visa.	And	yet	we’re	consistently	asked	to	‘recruit’	international	
students	to	postgraduate	programmes,	hungry	for	the	additional	tuition	money	they	
bring.		



The	result	is	a	hemorraghing	and	silencing	of	the	very	voices	and	ideas	that	
could	build	a	better	academy,	and	the	unnecessary	trauma	of	being	shoved	out	by	
the	institutions	that	begged	you	to	come	and	make	a	life	here	in	the	first	place.	
We	are	failing	our	early	career	scholars	across	the	sector,	no	doubt,	but	our	
international	students	and	staff	face	an	extra	layer	of	precarity:	will	I	be	able	to	stay	
in	the	country	that	has	become	my	home?	Will	I	be	allowed	to	stay	with	my	partner?	
My	children?	Will	I	be	allowed	to	continue	my	career	here?	And	while	Brexit	has	
brought	these	concerns	to	the	fore,	please	remember	that	many	of	your	students	
and	colleagues	have	been	living	in	the	hostile	environment	since	long	before	the	
referendum.	Many	were	living	it	before	it	was	even	called	the	‘hostile	environment’.	
And	even	well	before	the	latest	Conservative	majority.	

How	can	you	be	world-leading	if	you	won’t	let	the	world	in?	
	

All	#Precaritystories	are	reproduced	with	the	permission	of	the	authors	and	remain	
very	much	their	copyright.	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	

	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	


